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Catherine and Petruchio. 


— For my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me— 

« Nay, look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret— 1 

« | will be Maſter of what is mine own. '; * 

« She is my Goods, my Chattels; ſhe is my Houſe, , "= 
My Houſehold-Stuff, my Field, my Barn, : 

« My Horſe, my Ox, my Aſs, my any Thing ; | | 

And here ſhe ſtands, touch her whoever dare.” « 

f SHAKESP. Taming of the Shrew, = 


— G0 thy Ways, Kate / — 
: Suk Es. Hen, VIII. 
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1 N Capitals, where brazen Plate 
Long ſpoke Catherina's widow d State, 
Reſoly'd to wed no more, 
No CaTHERINE now attracts the Eye 
Of envious Authors paſſing by; 
Petruchio claims the Door, 
Bit This 
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* This ee eee eee 


Proves the Boy's Arrow driven hits 
Kate's Amazonian Pelt *: 
Freedom's Ally 1---Can't ſhe go free? 
Urchin this Wound of thine will be 
171 From Bath + to Belton +. Us| FB _ 
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Plung'd where Vice, mix d with Folly, ſwims, 
King Bladud ſaw Kate's dainty Limbs 
For Fymen's Rites prepar'd : 
Big with the Farce once acted here 5, 
| | _ Pope's Buſt, ſatyric, ſeem'd to ſneer, 
—_— Waſb ſmil'd, and Newton ftar'd || 


* The Shield called Pelta, liar to the marie Amazon, in Figure 
of a Half-Moon—A Type of Conftancy 
t Here the N uprials were celebrated. 
* In America. 
* $ Alluding to the Entbronization, Adoration, a Beatification of a 
S - | certain literary Lady at Batb, a little while ago. 
| | Beau Naſb's Picture was placed at the Rooms at Bath between the 
Buſts of Pope and Sir Iſaac Newton, which produced this Jeu d Eſprit 
from the late Lord Cheſterfield : 
This Picture, plac'd theſe Buſts between, 
Gives Satire its full Strength: 
Wiſdom and Wit are little ſeen, 
But Folly at full Length. 


Farewel 


A BRIDAL ODE ® 
Farewel the plumed Pen and Ink | 
Which made Taxation's Champion * ſhrink : 
Here faithful Hit ry ends. 
Britain muſt to her Centre ſhake ! 
For ſuch a Loſs, how can Love make 
Poor Dilly's + Types Amends ? 


Our Grievances who can expreſs 
With equal Nerve? With like Addreſs þ 
Paint all a Lady's Fears ? 
The Edge of Oppoſition whet ? 
Who with ſuch glowing Diction ſet 
Three Kingdoms by the Ears? 


Married !---Can Catherine's Soul ſubmit 
To Non-Refiftance ?---tamely quit 


Her former free Domains ? 


\ ® The celebrated Dr. Samuel Jobnſon, Author of Taxation no Tyranny. 
+ An eminent Bookſeller and Publiſher. | 
1 Excellently written, and a full Anſwer to a pitiful, fallacious, im- 
pudent, miniſterial Pamphlet, called the Patriots. 
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Can her repubhean, ſtiff Neck, 
Bend to the rude imperious Check 
Of Tyrant Bits and Chains ? 
She !---who to all the World beſide 
Has blazon'd forth the monſtrous Pride 
Of Kings, can She crouch mute 
Beneath an Huſband's Yoke, whoſe Nod 
Is Law, whoſe Will's a ruling God 
That will not brook Difpute ? 


Think'ſt thou thy lordly Mate will bend, 
While you for Nature's Rights contend, 
Quote Sparta, Greece, and Rome, 
Cæſar, and fifty Tyrants more? 
No---he'll make faſt your Chamber-Docr ·— 
Free Souls are beſt at Home. 


That Home's now i. —He mounts his Throne 
| Supreme Goods, Chattels, Kate, his own, 


Lord paramount he reigns : 
His 


A n tima Db Ws * 


H. 164 ewels, Horſes, Chariot, Chair 3 f 
Not ev'n the String that ties her Hair 
The free-born Kate's remains. 


Dream not of a Saturnian Reign ; 
An iron Scepter he'll maintain: 
Of tuum and of meum 
No Diſputations he'll permit, 
But, in a domineering Fit, 
Lay Siege to your Muſeum. 


Your Patriot Buſts will be debas'd ; . 
Locle s, Milton's, Sidney s Works defac'd ; 
Thus Goths and Vandals reign : 
Jobn Lillburne too (O Woe of Woes |) 
May feel, depriv'd of Ears and Noſe, . 
"Ove! s Hand ”_ | 


* An enthuſiaſtic Doe and Republican moſt PL 
treated by the Court of Star- Chamber. 


c | Beneath 
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Beneath ſuch Monarchies, you know, 
Dame Partlet muſt not dare to crow : 
This Xing of your Creation 
(Let Price and Locke ſay what they will) 
Lords it at Home as Cocgue de Ville, 


And laughs at Limitation. 
| is Thus Kings (as Filmer writes) were rear d 
1 . | At firſt :---Wives, Children, Vaſſals ſear d 
| „„ birchen Magiſtrate | 
i A Father---ſoon a Patriarch | 
"= He rank'd---then, kindling from a Spark, © | 
l | Blaz d out in regal State. 


This Point eſtabliſh d, (tho' decry'd> 
By Alpernon * and fallify'd,) 
«© That Sov'reigns of an Houſe 
Are Kings in Embryo,” puts Debate 
To filence now, and reas'ning Kate 
Is paſſive as a Mouſe. 


* Algernon Sidney. 
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How happens this? Bay, are you wiſe ? 
Can Freedom's Child apoſtatize ? 

For this did Hampden bleed ? 
Could you (ſome Years paſt Fifty-to 
Become a: Jeſt at Luton-Hoo „ 

And quite renounce your Creed ? 


Ah! gentle Kaze, are theſe your Tricks? 


Fickle in Love as Politics? 
And wedded to a Seot S + : 


Was this like you? Was this well done? 
To fink juſt when your Courſe was run? 
Can Fame eraſe this Blot? 


No Epitaph in Alabaſter, 
No Panegyric e er can plaiſter 
Th' impolitic Diſgrace: 


* The Seat of Laird Bute. 
+ Scots, individually, as well as their Nation in general, have been 
_ moſt ſeverely treated by a certain female Pen. 


To 
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To Man, to Tyrant Man's Invaſion, 
Why wou'd you thus your Reputation, 
* | And flowing Robe 3 unlace? 


You, who could once of Freedom boaſt, 
Life's Gem to give the Morning- Pot 


Scope for ſarcaſtic Sneers! 
Your lyric Gr-h-m ꝗ (were you wiſe) 
Had better have eclips'd your Eye, . 
' 
And deafen'd both your Ears. | 
Little in Beauty, much in Health : 


And Age impair'd, a Commonwealth 
Can you preſume to found ? 
The ſpringing Vine in Contact keeps 
| Her wedded Elm; your Ivy creeps 
Almoſt upon the Ground. 


+} By Mantua-Makers called a Sulf by Homer the TI. Thus 
Claudian deſcribes Venus's Sultana— Peplumque fluentem allevat. | 
S A well-known Artiſt, who celebrated his Clio when entbroned at 
Bath, in many immortalizing Stanzas. 
Witherd 
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* This Anecdote is ill 


A BRIDAL ODE. 


©," Wither'd and ſhrivell'd, blaſted, pale, 


Cold its Embrace, its Tendrils fail--- 
What is it good for now ? 
Ah! till it might, (hadſt thou been kind,) 
As a Memento mori, bind 
Your doating ens Brow. 


1 With Roſes now who'll ftrew your Path, 


Or lead you to your Throne at Bath ? 
Who'll chaunt your Fame in Fer/e ? 

What Monuments before your Death 

Shall tell how ſtrong you draw your Breath ? 

| What Dirge await your Hearſe ? 

On thy pledg'd Troth how many call! 

Suitors, like Hecatombs, will fall: 
Peace to their wounded Souls | 


D 
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preſerved in the Pariſh of St. Stephen Vall. 


By 
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By Swains, who long their Teeth have lack d, 
Can Hymeneal Nuts * be crack d? 


The Bell for W-l{-n tolls--- . 
Saint Marg eret's Bell tis Fancy Lo! 1 
He comes himſelf to ſpeak his Woe : | 
Thy Curtains thrown aſide, _ 
See how he glares !---his Jaws half lock'd--- 
No Lover, ſure, was e' er fo mock'd--- _ 
ANG] cruel, perjur'd Bride + | 1 
i | 
l The Phantom ſpeaks, or ſeems to ſpeak 3 {48 
i Fragments of Latin, churn'd with Greek, I 
; | | Burſt from his fault'ring Tongue : 3 
1 Happy (tho he's not quite four/core) 
For you and for your Paramour, 
l | This Rival is not young. 
4 


j | | Thron at Reman Nuptials. 
: + ——Peyuria ridet amantum 
| | | Jupiter. 
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Ah! Kitty / (thus I hear him ſay) 
At Bath enthron'd you ſaw me play 
No Farce before your Eye: 
Sweet Saint! I was no Actor there 
Sincere my Yows—1 ſeldom ſwear ; 
For thoſe who ſwear will Lie. 


Fond to a Fault, in Honour nice, 
I ſtudy'd no mean Scorch Device 
To faſcinate your Heart; 
I thought it Roman : Roman Dames | 
Chaſtis'd pert Boys who talk d of Flames; 
They felt no childiſh Dart. 


Manhood alone cou'd Charms afford 'em ; 
Gallants of /ev'nty-five ador d em; 

No Matrons ogled Youth : 
No Virgin who had ſlipp'd her Prime, 
No Widow, woo'd a ſecond Time, 
|  Diſcover'd a Colt's Tooth. 


But 
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But let us come to ſerious Thing; A 
Eſpouſals, Pledges, Vows, and Rings: 
Ah! Kitty, ſoon you'll feel, 
Tho'-Youth bears Fire whence you may ſtrike 
A Spark by Chance, that's nothing like 
A conſtant burning Zeal: _ 


Such Zeal as mine Flames which can never 
Be quench'd—once rais'd, they laſt for ever: 
| Youth,: flimſy Youth's ſoon quell'd : 
The puny Hyacinth will die, | 
And vernal Buds are often by 
One chilling Blaſt repell'd. 


Your Horace, whom with Taſte you read, 
Tells Matrons how they may ſuccced : 

Unwiſe were you to vary : i 
4 From his juſt Rule—Ye, Widows, know ye at 
1 | What Riſque you ſlight his Counſel, © Coeat 
: | Par, jungaturque pari®” 
„ | . | Age 
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Age yok'd-with Age 1-»-why Age is Duſt 
You'll ay-—Ygur Repartee is juſt; | 
But partially applies s? 
From Aſbes, Nat 'raliſts agree, N kit ay. 
(Look into lian Hiſtory) | 
A Phenix may anc. |: 


O] hadſt thou true and conſtant beeu, 
Dear Kate / our nuptial Night had ſeen 
Endymion with Venus: |: | 
Not as on Larmot, when he fehr ; 
No Love had then à Vigil kept, 

Nor Nod, nor Wink, between us. 


* 
ae this er Hand . 
At Cupid's luſcious Feaſt || 
A young Hiſorian.— Twin Twins, perchance- 
Or (Freedom's Standard to advance) / 
| Another -lk-s at leaſt, 
| E A Patriot 


«* 
, 
: 9 2,” 
| TS? „ l | — * 
. ; - 4 
2 - : 
- 4 , 
1 * . 8 9 
7 - G _ \ . = 
— 4 - „ 
— 5 * 
— * * g 6 . * 
£ " 0 ; * 5 _ 
9 : ' $ IS 
. 
4 - 
= 
= . 


A BRIDAL.ODE. 


- 2 
: * 


A Patriot 1--Think of that, my Fair; 

Think, lovely Kare Vet don't deſpair--- 
The Ton preſeribes Divorce > 

This You and I, when in the Vein, + 

Can eaſily enough obtain, 613." 

* And then you're mine of courſe. 


My View's diſint reſted, you know; 
My Dowager (wWhene er I go)' 
At all Events you'll be: 

Four Hundred, well ſecur d in Truſt, 
Per Ann. =- Methinks it ſeems but juſt 
Vou ſhould have lean'd to Me; 

Luo Me alone but Women were 

1 Since Eve well claſs d with Clouds and Air, 

i Which ey'ry Blaſt can ſever ; _ 1 

* | A fancy d Good, not to. be clutch'd--- - A 

i Yet, when the Needle's rightly touch d, 

1 It ſhould be fd for erer. 
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The Needle !---Ah 1 that Thought applies 
So cloſe to me, jk clears my Eyes--- 
My Bounty bought the CVw u 
"fiſh | had 1 wedded, F'd been undone : 
Thank Heaven, and my Lord of London, 
Your Monument's pull'd down | | 
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